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"For two months and eleven days. He saw the khokhol
there, who sends his regards; so does Pavel, and he says
you mustn't worry. He wants you to know that anyone
who chooses the path he has chosen is sure to be granted
the pleasure of having periodic holidays in jail—that's
guaranteed by the thoughtfulncss of our bosses. And now
I'll get down to business, mother. Do you know how many
people were arrested yesterday?"
"Why—was anyone—besides Pavel?" exclaimed the
mother.
"He was the forty-ninth," interrupted Yegor Ivanovich
calmly. "And the management will probably have another
dozen arrested. This young man here, for instance."
"Yes, me too," said Samoilov gloomily.
For some reason Pelagea found it easier to breathe.
"At least he's not alone there," was the thought that
flashed through her mind.
When she was dressed she joined her guests, smiling at
them cheerfully.
"I don't suppose they'll keep them long, if they took so
many."
"Of course they won't!" said Yegor Ivanovich. "And if
we can only spoil this show for them, they'll have to re-
treat with their tails between their legs. Here's the point:
if we stop distributing leaflets at the factory, the gen-
darmes will seize the circumstance and use it against
Pavel and ye noble comrades pining in bondage."
"What do you mean?'* cried the mother in alarm.
"It's simple enough," answered Yegor Ivanovich calmly.
"Sometimes even gendarmes are able to reason. Think it
out for yourself: Pavel was free—there were papers and
leaflets; Pavel is jailed—there are no more papers or leaf-
lets. Ergo, he, sowed the papers and leaflets, is it not so?
And they'll begin gobbling up everybody. Gendarmes have
a habit of devouring people completely, so that nothing
but crumbs remain."
"I understand," said the mother sadly. "Dear me! What
can we do about it?"

